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Foreword 



Friendship is gentle and the thread is frail, 
That binds the hearts; protect with care or off it will sail. 
Only the weeds need no nourishing and grow anyway. 
With the ceaseless flow of time memories fade away. 
Not just another bunch of students graduated together, 
We lived like a family and that's where we differ. 
We are special but we are now scattered too far 
And there is no chance of frequent encounter. 

But, deep down in our heart we are still so near 
That we can kindle our friendship and nurture. 
In years to come, at times, we may spend some hours 
To reflect our feelings in any form or other 
And communicate them to be stitched together 
And commemorate our bonding again and ever. 



Kolkata, India 
8 November, 2011 



Uttam Pal 
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Editorial 



From Subham's Desk 

"suffering from writer's block. . . nostalgia overtaking my 
brains. . . " 

It feels strange... sitting here thousands of miles away 
from Kolkata, and scripting an editorial for something 
that was conceived almost 2 years back — the second 
edition of "Reminiscence". An endeavor that started as 
a tribute to the togetherness of our Presi batch, an 
endeavor to keep the strings attached. Reminiscence is 
not a reflection of our literary or artistic talents... it is a 
testimony of our friendship, our bondings; a tribute to 
the very existence of the Physiopals — that we are still 
there together in 201 1, three whole years after passing 
out in 2008. So what if we have chosen diverse career 
paths around the world? Our hearts still remain in 
Kolkata, down the Presi lanes, the verandah, the LT, the 
histo lab, the canteen, Chiniz, Dilkhush. Today, I feel 
the bond and the needs of it stronger than ever. Some 
of us have been in constant touch, some aren't, but I'm 
sure that still today, everyone has the same affection 
for the others, and the same affection towards those 
days. Reminiscence bears the touch of this very 
affection. Many have contributed to the second 



edition; many haven't... but I am sure those who 
haven't, will feature in the future editions (and I am 
optimistic about many more editions to come). I hope 
you all do enjoy reading the articles published in this 
edition — they are diverse in their subjects, but most of 
them have one thing in common — they are about 
realizing relationships, something which forms the 
foundation stone of the saga called "Physiopals". 

From Uttam's desk 

First, I ask forgiveness of those impatient 
For this unusually long deferment. 
Lo! it's published now, let us celebrate! 
And remember what Subham said. 
Don't judge the articles only by merit 
But the affection the authors put into it 
For the Physiopals they hold so dear; 
For, they wrote without being a writer! 
Before we are old, there are years to go. 
Who couldn't join in today, 
I hope, shall drop by tomorrow. 
And we shall remain together... 
But now, let's not bother about the future 
Just enjoy what your friends have to share! 

Stony Brook/Kolkata 
7 November, 2011 (GMT) 



<^HAC«1R FTRT *TTF^ I 

I <jic*<j w wsf fiut?r ^iiwi Rfewiii sft 

»TT I ^fft^R «FJ Wl<ffe«1, FT ft <TT?rF^ ? ii) WPT 
<FJ FT STgft ftwfe, FT ft *5T ftg^T RFT FTFJ F<FJ"? 

arfw wtft fcsiFj> grg^ <^C5 ^ i 

*»M<><I«] 09 (.<(.!* FT I ftl" FT fiTUSTsT <FTC5R F5FT 
FTtgl 

W^S ^IMISl W^f «T«r Ft*TT *TTFg, *AI(.*R W?PTT <!>FT 
SFTC5 ^ifrura I *p<F «lfora I FT FFTSTRT t>C«1Cfe? FT 

<TFTsT FTFJ SFT i3FTC5 FT I TTOFT ^T?T TS<TT I laPtFJ 

ft i sott c«tptt i laf^Fj «rfora I 



OTTT fw*T ^stfejg I STR FTiT <Q<5 TTFJ «^<M^f?r 

^TftFT Ft«TFJ COf^T 0?T ^RT?T F1MT F^T 1lfe>ijl(.<> I w 
"5% fwfw FtI TT5&T I O WT^T © ^TT WFJ 

K«1tfe>, f?R> <><Kfe> FJT? 



ftr?r ft?r srrtw ottft ®?ft^ «rr^«r ftfj ^rftara 

^Fj FM FfMW <TI<JI«HI*I I WFTFT3 «TT% MftRw 1 
FT ^FJ vSKMWI I FJST«TT8 iS^T FT?TM FjFJ> fe&^T I 



^\<\4 iSCT «'5T ^ifttVJ*! I o[TC*T «C?T ^5JTC5 #t 

<rcw cf^r stor spsft a%w?r *j«r i vjmh<> 
^itc^^ sjjof afer ct^t iRufito ^sforai ^5K»ra 
>*^ft>(.<> ft^&T *t*ra srf^r cm it#^Nwt i 

^s<r snw^ fMfa snrijR to ^ fewar i 
%r ifvsc* isf^r pmi » cwro wwr 
c?^ i ^ I 4<J*I< ttow c<>ffts $<n?T 

WiFfT *pT C^T f<>!|*M <T<T I TTOW Klfecil <(.*l(.fe> 
^fatVJ*! WW ^Tl tf<n<T <KI'Hlil fsTC5T Wl C^T 

ii^IjIC* ct*^t <?T i fK5?r frt^ issr^ ^trcw 
^jvjk^n m^...^T^ ^Pi *i(.<> fora «rc<r wit 

Rrl5lC<> f%5F5R £R C«(W 9fT?rC<r JfT ^ifHCVJil I 

am<f?T re<nfw # wi f%$r ^rrc^ vjmPi<> wire 
stt, wi<>»iic^<j ^isiw <jwft trot fw 



^jfjjujg ft «1l<(.«iJ<l TTCSf «^ iTT^s <K<dfe«1? *5TC<J> 

CORTsT^ ^tfauW? ^ ft PT WT^fffa ?T?r? «1KC«J/<] 
3% WsT WT^RPTT ft ?rfwT?T ITCST WI 

^cw ^t<t cwft? w?r wfer ^jre? ^fera 
wpz w?r iw? 

<jf«fft?r C«W ^SJTW vSTSTT Wffa I STFtST <p' 

SJTW, CT«TR C«TCR> W<S ^Tiffa C^TTT^ Ot<IT CWR 
C«TC^ Cf ft^T «1l<«i)(.<> I fauTW C*R W C«t*T 

fef%*r^T cits i ^fvjvs> ic<r> c*i-y <i< w <i^t i 

«nftfw muz JfT <^r>, ^•*tc<j ct 

*jfk?r oiref^r ^rfwT, CT«rrc?^ #pt ft^r <?n 
?rfvj*i< isr^r ftft c?rc:*r aits i ft$r ?rftw ft 

fi^ijT ? ft 5£5T CSTC/F vStifis'l ? 



fit 



<mi CWPT R^T 
f*rf*T?T C*TRTT T^W STTCT 

awT<i%?rT v&rt cw^r 



— 0£tto 



Iff 



Slftw 
ft 

CVJCilflJ 

s?u ft 



^ ^ft?r ijTW 

?nft?r sjft^T 
\5T?r <jf«(ft?r w?r^? 

sgTJfT <rcw few, 
Sdlk IftsFT 

'wsf ^«r^gft 



o?n ft *nre ?fft?r snri? 
?uft cw sffitor c?tre *j«r? 

0?TT ft «=TTgr ZJ^ ^IT^fKS 



VI <jpt— a<i> grc^ wrf^ <rw ~> 
m^ctd ^irpt^t — ?rerf^5^TT ofij ia^>«rr?r <«itvs 

fw <tt fam (.wOst waft fs^nrj stt i fo$r M.Sc. Part- 
II ia?r ©?p?<5n project <mos f^r ial snw?r wtt i 

Project ia?T title C^*T vSi VI <Mt«^1 1 — "Geriatric Health & 
Nutrition" ?rerfw^T Fit wr' ^iraTCW ^J«fT^ 
student-CW STRT ^sf*llW< jtwr i w <C*l<fe, 
^TT?fT ^srjjTW?r "subject" — fit iFfKrsnrat I -w 



I C^T ^5 ^5 building; separate rooms ^WT O 
srrar; ^IMI^I dining hall, TMTWT 
administration building, ia^f& "STrfefW drug de- 
addiction centre, <i*t>ictd ^f9m OTCWT?r ^ 

vjmPi<M>I age group C3> i33> ^IW ^T«rra 

SJT^tT S#J<!> Wh(.«-1l(.<>< <!>W ^ I ^IVJ<I 
Rc?r waft ?r?r I «tmt ^m, questionnaire, 
anthropometric rod, weighing machine Rc?T survey 
ready. Just liwijT permission ia?r ^JC<WT I 
WWUvsT HOD administration i3<T TTC«T W <C«1Cfer| | 
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^TT^T (MJU ctri> R^T C<*IHI WICWl^H *TT<IT?r... 

* On 

onfeg^ i vsrrfsr ^stmT^ fbsil&l WOTsI partner-C<J> ^TOff, 
O ^TC^IT, "i3W?f survey <><K<I W last sem-ia 50-OS 42 
C^s^ ^ll5<MC* ofTsTW JfT I" ^ C^R> «<F survey. 

ar?r frfw *fipira, iai>T ia<!> fci^ <j>tw, cw^ <TT«rc^r 
t«i(.<i «TT I performance — wfaT important "ft career 
ia?r c^Cfl l First class first, first class second — ia?r 
^<TC?r^ dependent. «IRT? wl*M<nSli»l© I lecturer- 
ship m<s <ft? Ph.D... fe^ Dr. ^onft c<iu5 ?n?r^ 

<n%5 f^T I Part-I d<T 69% i>T part-ll 79% 

c«w sj?iutr wfw *rrc^> f^rm #t?t ?rra 

Ashoka Bhattacharya. <n*T C«TCR> ^jsf 
^?r... "C^ff family history f<5r«?PTT ^fipRT, 
emotional W CfC^T FTf I" Two hours unr, iO IjT 
subject complete <><JOA ^ I **l(.r«> ^TT<^TT?r ^jT^nrr I 

«<f w^nrr jtto, *mr ^wft fer i Height, weight, 
pulse rate, health hazards ^Rr fsr«?PTT WT RC?T 
^aimrsT <lsfi<fk I «IMTC^3 feci C«TC5 C'fR data. M 
«^ rapport build up WI, QyWT&g 

information ©t^TT w WT W I tfijT «TT RC^T 
suggestion and conclusion part-ijT f?R> ^RTWT ?IK3 





^ <MSiij| ^IVJIdR f^f I IWTW procedure 

— "%TI" 

— "C?> C^> W?T?" 

-"CSdTOI, C<5"W<TT, ?T[%-?fM^t I" 

— "«TT, ofMT ^t?T vSJTPT I" 

OS] ct^T basic questions. ia^T?r ia?>j> deep-ia g<P(.*s 

— "a^T personal a*T srnfimT I" 
— "%t ^tt ?rr i" 

— "«TT WT I WT^T f% WTC^TT ^TCT ? f%l" WI? C?T^ 

wm\ i e<n ^iivjic<> <im w c?rc:*r cfcg ia*nw i wwt?t 
*rft?r *p *TTWf l ^Wt high pressure, ^ifoo* tf^T a^T 
«rre>ra WT i «?tt ^fcr W5f <><]0A c^ireT i 

^ W W *TTC^ STRUS^ «TT?Rr^ JfT I *5TR, ia«TTC?f 

k=t OTfg i ^nft wiwi ^5 1 *p «n^r wfs i ia*nw 



'RT^ *R W C?R I GfeM<l© wr *t«r *5«R I 831 
R?F<>fR f^T..." 



<TC*r?r c«rt3> ^rft c^^tt wr^t, ^r^r, "ijrr 
?rmT... R ^GR W?T ^T#t 9 W W H 3><R examine 

^ITfa <R>*R <R?f OJTfw W ««^«1IVJ WSsrflrTR W; 
«l<ffe«1IVJ ^ $W 2TC^RT ^R RCSR <R> 
C^T Wt^ 5 * I RtW VJI<]|>4H<> otfj R<!>R CRfr 

"«?TT few «5 ifl^ line-R, 831 

r?f<tr! rwr rcsr disputes ©irt 

«JC<>MI< OTT%?> gRR! wfw W ijHtW ^R?T 

*p*R fo^> ^Tftc^r ^irfs w?r wi<(^... ^r ri wtjw 

i S7 t t3" WK<! <!RtW f^fe 0!i><.*1U<J 

ctr 1 ws^iflrfT ^iwic* isIwfr wira cwu«r <hr 

vSk«-H, "ifoj R, ©Ft?T <R>TtR PtR <R^; OR 

R*JT*IW C5§T <K<jfe«1 ftl"..." 

^nft fw^prr wrst, ^\ c«ira wow r¥ ia*nw?" 
RT C«TC?> Mrs. Debi Mukherjee ^tR vSk«-M, "■>1<MC«1 
SRW iS^sijT soup, GRR SRW 5^ <«10A RGR; ^<JT?r 
«M, ^f^t; RGW3 *5TR, W?T fGWJ R RG3>GR 5jfe, 

G5TR %OTT W W GW^T — *5P3 GR5T ?R I R5, R«R, 

few rrrgr ka^sf^iT i" 



— "WV?" 

— "SETT w?r ^t?" 

— "W<WT?TT complain ^tsrsT ?rr w?" 

— "complain? (?I1MH as- Sj&Cfe as- m?R> WT; 

JfT^T fe^ WTO W I" 

5^TS[ Ashoka Bhattacharya W <W ftc^T Debi 
Mukherjee-C^s 1 ^jrfsr ^TT<>fT?rijT ^iw <rrgr^TTST I 
Administration-^ CFT«r ?ri\&T^t?r I JTC«T siw 
^M«livj 1 w<n?r HOD-ia?r <J>sm5P3 a<l><n?r recapitulate 
<rc?r f^rm, "wpf <ni(.vj«-ti*i wo ?rr 1 <!>m <rc?r c^fk^r 

WTW I" 

^ number TRT^ WWnijT WWT?T detective 

?m c<tc^t wi^ ^ttiw! wfw ft ia*R« WT«£S 
wf%? ia«R8 ft ^IVJ|< WW i& 65 years i3?T W?r? 
iFT^r c^TWT sympathy ^TTCf? ?nft ^nirr iS^ijT robot, 
w «^ ia^T^ Twftr c<TTC<ir? career, w steps ©c«Tr 
RC=TT 'TOTSWT, preparation, examination, marks, 
accuracy, rank, etc. etc... CW*5t?r *p ^ 

s^wr... <FTC?r?r c«*c< ^cw^t <j>?tt <i«tfe«-i... "«<it 

ftf^W, "OCW C<MWI OtW CJTJ-", "^rrfw *p « It'll 
wf% I" 5^3; ^t?T realize wfw iS^ijT stoic 

Cffg, the person highly indifferent both in pain 
and pleasure, *n?T life-ia ^IjT Twftr^ priority <TT?r — 



career, money, high profile W?r *n?r «lf%?(rsj f^rT?M 
^vjm[<<m>|; wr wtw wfw ^srar subject-ia?r iw 
interaction «?F ftt?rf5; Mrs. Ashoka 

Bhattacharya-ia?T ^TSTTsT #TC?> ^OjT tfi«-1«<T CWT ^sjrfa 

^ivjit<> awtfw «tt i ^vji^y wfsr... ^Rjt 
<tc?t i>wi c?nwTK?r?r m ^¥ *rrc, j>t^> or©^T w 

CTIWPt? W^US... Dr. Subhoshree Roy... 'ffer ft WT 

[Author dedicated this story to her beloved 
physiopals] 



22 nd March, 1997 was the day. The memories of 
this day are still fresh in my mind as if it was 
yesterday. This is the day when I entered my 
school for the very first time. For the first few weeks it 
was like "how many days are left for the vacation?", 
"When we'll be leaving this place?" But the irony was, 8 
years later none of us wanted to leave. The 8 years 
since the first day had been the most important period 
of my life, rather our lives, which taught us many 
things and most importantly gave us friends for a 
lifetime. We didn't know how the school became a part 
of our lives. I was really lucky to have studied there. The 
memories of the school are still fresh in my mind. 

Thanks to my 12 th board marks I got chance in 
Presidency College. Here I met with the friend who 
later became famous as the 'Physiopals'. Although I 
was not present in the college most of the times, still 
the bonding was, what to say, awesome. Even after we 
have left the college, the bonding that was among us 
grows day after day. I realized the fun of the college life 
when I left the college. While in college, it felt nothing 
much, but once out of it I realized the meaning. It is 
true it didn't realize the value of something till it is lost. 

This school or college has no meaning of its own, when 
you add the peoples around it, it becomes really 



meaningful. For me the memories are not of the 
buildings or classrooms but the moments that are 
spent there. And I am lucky enough to have friends like 
you all who gave me many many such moments. 

I thank God or the Destiny for giving me such 
wonderful friends. 



They are fools who believe that, "Man is the architect of <^ 
his own fate." m 



They are daft who are under the impression that they 
can beat The Fates. 



^5 



They are nitwits who imagine that can design their ^ 
own thread of life. '-J^ 



Not long ago I too was ignorant, who believe that 
destiny could be manipulated... ^ 



"~ I was new in Kolkata, as much at ease in the £j 
/ big bustling city, as a fish out of water, 

S However, I was firmly convinced that if I 
studied well enough in the prestigious Presidency ^) 
College, I would surely land up some plum job. And 
then, my parents would not have to slog as daily 
labourers back in my village. I dreamt of giving my 
parents and my younger brothers a better life. 



As a shy, poor boy I had very few friends in the city, 
except for Kalyan da. 



<^ Kalyan da hailed from a village neighbouring ours in 
w Purulia district. He had been in Kolkata for quite some 
0 ~\ time and so knew his way about in the big city, so full 
of temptations and distractions. He was my 'dada', 
O philosopher and guide. I had known him in my 
childhood days and then had lost all contact with him. 
^ Infact, I did not even know that he was in the city. It 
<^ was quite by accident that I met him in Kolkata, in a 
0 bus, on the way to college. 

Since then Kalyan da became my mentor, and he was 
S^ 1 the only one whom I trusted and looked up to, to solve 
^ my problems. 

^ One evening, while I was 'adda'-\ng with him in his tiny 
rented room, he told me something that was entirely 
unexpected of the extremely practical and level- 
W headed Kalyan da. 



As I narrated my monetary problems to him, just to 
elicit some sympathy from him, he took my palm in his 
hand and stared at it intently. Then he told me that he 
^ was an expert in palmistry. Curious as I was, I asked him 
to narrate what he had learnt from my palm. After as 
momentary silence, Kalyan da told me without any 
emotion in his voice that I had a chance of winning 
money, lots of money. 



m 



"You know Podu da's lottery shop in the corner of the <^ 
street?", Kalyan da told me. "Buy the first 'Shree Durga 
lottery' ticket that Podu da sells tomorrow morning. 
You will win the lottery." 



^5 



"Outrageous. Impossible", I screamed out, my voice 
drooling with wallops of sarcasm. Then I proceeded to ^ 
inform him what illustrious men have stated about 
believing in destiny and all the associated mumbo- 
jumbo. Kalyan da did not say anything in protest. 
Instead when I had finished my tirade of comments 
and 'gyan', he coldly told me, "I thought you needed 
the money so I told you. Don't buy the ticket if it is ^ 
against your principles and beliefs. But I like people 
trusting me." There was a hint of steel in his voice. 



Next day, in order to prove Kalyan da wrong I woke up 
early and went to Podu da's shop. In the early hours, 
there was only a solitary customer in the shop. I saw 
that he bought a host of lottery tickets, a 'Shree Durga 
lottery' being amongst them. I mentally mocked the 
man for his gullibility. I purchased a lottery ticket and ^ 
then proceeded to patiently wait for the results to be ^ 
declared the next week. ^ 



so 

w The following week when I went to the shop, the 
0 ~\ winning ticket number of 'Shree Durga lottery' was 
scribbled on the board. It was 2301200. I quickly 
O checked my ticket number. It was 2301201! Kalyan da 
had been right! That customer who had bought the 
^ ticket that morning before me had won. If only if I had 
^ been a little early! 

I ran off to Kalyan-da's room. Trembling, I collapsed at 
^ his feet. I asked for his forgiveness for mistrusting him. 
Kalyan da grimly smiled on with the joy of triumph 
dancing in his eyes. I humbly extended my hand and 
entreated him to tell me what he 'read'. 

As he looked at my palm, his face grew dark. "Is is 

e something bad? Will someone die?" I timidly asked 
him. 

3 He candidly told me that all the money that had I saved 
would be robbed from me next week. 

^ I panicked. Indeed, I had saved a few thousands of 
rupees from the money that I earned by teaching kids. 
This money, I intended, to send back home for repairs 
of our house. As examinations were on in my college, 
there was no way I could go home before a month. 
What was I to do? 



Si 
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Then an idea struck me. I requested Kalyan da to keep 
my money with him until the "phara" passed. He flatly 
refused saying that he could not take the risk. After 
intense begging, I finally convinced him to safe-keep 
the money till I opened a bank account to deposit the 
money. Kalyan da was not too pleased with the deal. In 
fact, he told me that he might have to go back to his 
village the next week as his father was ill. However, I 
reasoned that the money would be safer with him than 
me. He gave the phone number of his house (they 
were quite well-to-do and could afford a phone), which 
I was to call if he had gone home. Happy with the 
arrangements, I came back with peace in my mind. 

$ 

Early next week, I opened a bank account and went to 
Kalyan do's house to collect the money. Podu da 
informed me that Kalyan da had gone to his village as 
his father was in death bed. 

I went to a phone booth and dialed the number that 
Kalyan da had given me, more to inquire about his 
father than about my money. I was afraid of hearing of 
his father's demise. 

— "Hello, is Kalyan da there?" 



<^ — "No he is not here." 

— "May I know who I am speaking to?" 
— "I am his father, Kamalesh Maiti." 

O I was stumped. 



^ — "Oh, kaku... you... I mean... you have recovered? I 
<^ mean Kalyan da told me that you were... I mean... 
0 sick..." 

— "What? I am perfectly fine!" 
^ — "But Kalyan-da said that you were ill, so he had gone 
back home. He has some money of mine, so I wanted it 
^ back..." 

— "Look here, son. I don't know who you are, but let 
^ me tell you that I 'was' Kalyan Maiti's father. However, I 
have disowned him ever since he cheated villagers of 
few lakhs of rupees. I don't understand how my son 
could become such a cheat. I have not seen or heard of 
him for five years now..." 



1 



t 



I collapsed in the phone booth. 

I have realised that it was in my destiny to lose the 
money in some way or the other. You see, you cannot 
trick The Fates. 



Since that incident, I am no more a fool. 
I am a firm believer of providence. 

And a even firmer disbeliever of men... o 



t 



n this time of the year, when we are 
celebrating the biggest sporting 
extravaganza in a long time i.e. the Fifa 
Football world cup 2010, it is very easy to miss a 
advertisement doing the rounds on television in 
between the "Waka Waka" of Shakira's Hips and the 
"Waving flag". This ad shows two African kids playing 
football on a river bank and each trying to outplay the 
other, which shows the interest of football among kids 
in Africa in celebration of the world cup coming to 
Africa. Everything is quite normal till this part of the ad. 
But then the camera zooms out and the goal posts are 
shown which are shown to be two AK-47s, with the 
nozzles shoved into the ground. Both the guns belong 
to the kids. As said in the end of the ad the message is 
quite clear "most African kids still spend most of their 
childhood with guns in their hands" and it is because 
of the only one thing — "Diamonds". 

Fortune magazine in a very famous interview got hold 
of a 1 8 year old diamond mine worker. The worker Sahr 
Amara is stooped low, knee-deep in a muddy river, in 
the fifth hour of his workday when the magazine got 
hold of him. The 18-year-old earns a stipend of only 7 
cents, enough to buy himself a bowl of porridge to see 
him through the day. Yet he returns every morning to 
dig in the wilting heat on the edge of Koidu, a town in 




eastern Sierra Leone, hunting for the one thing he says 
could transform his life: a diamond. 

"If I find a big diamond, I can afford to go to school, I 
can learn, and then I can help my family and even my 
village," he says. So far the plan has proved elusive; "It's 
not easy," he says. "I think it depends on God". 

If it really does depend on God then god seems to have 
turned his head away a long time ago from these 
people. 

Koidu, whose diamonds have been mined for along 
time is thousands of miles away - and a galaxy 
removed - from the glittering displays in jewellery 
stores in New York, Tokyo and London. It is set in a 
country where the average man earns $220 a year and 
dies at 39. In the dwellings along Koidu's dirt tracks, 
residents eat dinner by candlelight not because it is 
romantic but because there is no electricity in town, 
just as there are no telephone lines and little indoor 
plumbing. 

The condition of these people and the civil war that 
resulted because of the diamonds have been well 
documented in the 2006 Hollywood movie "Blood 
Diamond" starring Leonardo di Caprio. The movie 
shows how the ruthless Revolutionary United Front 



takes control of Sierra leone in the Sierra leone civil war 
to take control of the Diamond trade in the late 
nineties and in the process loots, kidnaps and kills their 
own people wherever possible so that they get 
minimum resistance. The story line - a mixture of 
villainy and heroism - is classic Hollywood. But its roots 
are fact: In the 1990s rebels in Sierra Leone and Liberia 
financed their carnage from diamonds plucked out of 
the rivers and traded for arms. During a decade of war 
about 50,000 people were killed, and thousands had 
their hands hacked off by rebels. As told in the 
beginning of the movie the civil war resulted in the 
death of people, most of whom have never seen a 
diamond and do not know what it is used for. The film 
is a real eye opener and shows how the smuggled 
diamonds from these countries are infact brought to 
India, where it is mixed with the non-smuggled 
diamonds and the diamond sharks all over the world 
work in tandem by providing only a part of the world 
wide diamond demand and storing the rest with 
themselves so that the value of diamonds always 
remain high and it was because of this that the civil 
war took place. 

"Diamonds are worth nothing" says Mordechai 
Rapaport, whose Rapaport Group price list is the 
industry standard in diamond industry. "But when a 
person is killed to get that diamond, thats what makes 



its priceless." 

The $60-billion-a-year diamond industry, which claims 
to have built its growth on dreams of love has actually 
built its growth on the blood that has flowed for it. 

So if you are wearing a diamond right now you should 
glance down at your diamond ring and think under 
what circumstances the gem was dug. Is it a diamond 
from proper deep-level mines run by well-ordered 
international corporations, or a smuggled "BLOOD 
DIAMOND" for which human slaughter has taken 
place? 



— OSatjaii ^SQ&tick 6Bow7£uty 



I have waged a war, I have a battle to win 
Looks: strength outward; me weak within 
Way long to go, no horizon seen 
I have waged a war, I have a battle to win 

I was not born a Warrior 
Nor a king or a knight 
Destiny chased me 
Forced me to fight 
Standing all alone 
In the Witchcraft of Life 
Combating each moment 
For what? ...to survive? 

Dreams have faded away 
Memories are wounds. 
No portion to heal 
Time: I can't feel 

How many Dawns will mock at me? 
How many Dusks will pity? 
Even now Justice is abashed of her deeds. 
Farmer, admit it! You've sown wrong seeds. 

With every indecisive moments that strife 



And Death becomes worthier than Life 

A slash of blade; a metallic pain 

end of All; no foe, no kin 

For I had waged a war. . . I have this battle to win. 



The high-pitched notes were hurting his ears 

Brooding he was, over stagnant fears... 

What was life's intention, Nature's plan? 

Was he to waste away, in the world's disdain? 

Struck by struggle, put to toil by abject existence 

Though, at times deceived by happiness.. . 

He pondered over how the world would be like 

If he and his likes were to be wiped out in one defiant strike 

Changed? Maybe not... but just maybe... 

Life would stir up and see, 

How she today precariously depends — 

On the few towering figures fate befriends... 

How the bulk feels unwanted; at bay — 

Almost useless; like an artist's humble clay... 

Ostensibly plain — but he realizes in a moment of truth — 

It is the powerful foundation of nature's creative pursuit 

Yes! Providence's chosen few, stand tall on their labour 

In unision, they result in a force like no other. . . 

But in isolation, he's one of the million specks of sand. . . 

He smiled — strange is the life of the Common Man\ 



As the music reverberates in the air, 
Quietly, softly thoughts come to their lair 
As each breath lengthens into a sigh 
I touch the ground, embrace the sky... 

Lone in multitude, befriended by thought, 
Each in golden letters wrought, 
Cocooned in a world of dreamy haze 
Trapping the stars in my endless gaze... 

So many thoughts?! I wonder why... 
Flooding my mind day and night... 
The answer eludes me; it slips away — 
Just out of reach; maybe another day... 

Reason will triumph, but as the music flows in 
I think and ponder, reflect and search within... 
Busy life floats by unaffected; expressionless face. . . 
As me and my thoughts, pause in the race. . . 




[This poem was written after reading about the 
gujrat riots... it acted as a cathartic for the 
emotional tumult I felt reading about the horrible 
incidents.] 

I rush past the frenzied mob 

Knowing, I am my family's sole hope — 

I reach the place but a trifle too late 

All's lost in this madness of violence and hate. 

Shock, bewilderment, grief perplex my mind — 
"Why was this to happen, so cruel, so unkind?" 
Glimpses of my wife & daughter flash in a haze 
Agony gives away to pain, pain to rage. 

Communal thoughts seep inside me; it results in a frightening change 
My aim's made, and I start off to exact my revenge. 
I now surge forward with the senseless crowd, being one of them 
No logic applies, no mercy, nothing but the language of mayhem. 

One by one, I brutally extract the price of my family's blood 
An evil energy grips me, enticing my darker side to evolve 
By noon, the road is deserted and bodies litter the place 
I know I have sinned, but harbor no regrets... 

As I go round the bend, there's a boy, lost and helpless, 



It's the enemy's son — I proceed to carry out my ways... 
The boy comes up to me, and crying, asks for help 
His innocent trust on me confuses my harsh self... 

The orphaned child reminds me of my sweet nazneen... 
Could it have been the same for the child? 
Maybe he remembered his father on seeing me... 
The boy's cries give me hope and set me free. . . 

How ignorant could I be?? 

Only my side of the suffering did I see.. 

Life is too short to waste it away in mistrust and hate 

After the calm, me and my boy being related by fate.. 

Are inseparable... and there's a longing both of us have felt — 

That one day, everyone, like us, will be a part of world undivided. 
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aghav was startled by the sudden change 
in the hue of the surroundings. He looked 
up. The signal had changed from red. It 
shone brilliant green now and foretold the approach of 
a train. A train that would take him to a voyage out of 
the world, that had pained him a lot. 

Green signal. As he looked at it, memories, 1 5 years old, 
flooded into his brains, much like an overflowing river. 
Sweet memories, that were unwelcome now, but he 
did not mind. All would be over within minutes. 

He remembered how his father would take him to the 
station twice every week to "see" trains, how he would 
get excited when the signal would change from red to 
green; how he would try to run busily around the 
crowded platform, his father holding his hands 
fearfully, when a train approached; how he would cry 
when he was not allowed to board the train; and how 
his father would calm him, and promise him a ride next 
time. Oh, he used to be such a train-maniac. He is such 
a train-maniac. 

And now, ironically, a train approaching would be the 
last thing he would see in the world. 

A shrill horn jerked him out of his memories. Was it the 




train? Oh! No! It was just a lorry passing through the 
road adjacent to the tracks. Then he still had time to 
live. How much? May be... 3-4 mins? 3-4 mins before 
the darkness around him would be complete, devoid 
of lights from light posts, from distant houses, from the 
passing vehicles. 

Suddenly his mother's face conjured up before him. 
The pained face on the day of the results of his 
entrance examination. His father had stopped talking 
to him because he had not qualified. His mother had 
stopped talking altogether because she could not face 
her husband's sorrow, as well as her son's failure. The 
sorrow of not being able to achieve the pride of being 
the father to a successful IITan... everyone around him 
knew of Mr. Mukherjee's dreams around his son... 
what would they say now? The failure, of not achieving 
what Raghav Mukherjee could never have achieved, 
because his potentials for achievement lay elsewhere... 
he knew that he wanted to be a botanist and not an 
engineer. For days, his parents would not talk to him, 
and also among themselves. All because of him. Of 
damned him! Simply because he had wanted to follow 
his own preferences! Crime! 

The same had happened yesterday. He had taken his 
NT entrance again, and failed again! His father was 
furious. "You have no hopes in life! Even a beggar's son 



is more obedient! You want to be a damned 'plain' 
graduate? With no job prospects, no nothing? You 
don't respect our dreams around you. How I wish that 
you were not born! No child is better than a 
disobedient child like you." Dreams... his father had 
nurtured Utopian dreams without even consulting 
what his son preferred. Raghav was sad. Because he 
loved his parents and hated it when they were sad. So 
he'd better not see them sad in the future, ever. He'd 
better not see them ever. 

Suddenly, there was a vibration on the tracks. He could 
distinctly hear the rattle of the train in the distance. The 
hum of the approaching train. He could see yonder 
brightening up. He continued walking in the opposite 
direction. He'd better not face death. He preferred it to 
be sudden, from behind. 

At a distance, he could also hear the alarm of a level 
crossing. All would be over in seconds. The train was 
approaching. 

Suddenly, Raghav felt strange. A few memories came 
flooding before his eyes, like the trailers of films. His 
first school day when his father held his hands, and 
looked at him from the gate till he disappeared into 
the building. His mother's joyful face, and smile when 
he got his first 1 00 in maths... in class 5. His visit to the 



hills with his parents... their happy times together. His 
mother nursing him all night through, when he had 
high fever in class 9. His father defending him politely 
when his mother would scold him. His mother... the 
vibration of the track intensified. 

He looked back to see his guardian of death 
approaching merrily. 

One last time he had a look at the world around him. 
The world that gave him parents and friends. That gave 
him happiness, and sorrow. "Sorry, mom and dad", he 
had written on his suicide note, "I could not satisfy your 
expectations, and can't bear to look at the depression 
you are going through. I am not sad, because I know 
that I'l never be able to crack the NT, but I can't go on 
like this, failing every year, followed by 2 whole weeks 
of silence. Thank you for being the parents that you 
were." 

Before him, the tracks lightened up. He dared not look 
behind now. But he had a strange feeling. His mind 
went blank, as the vibration intensified. There was a 
loud roar of the whistle. Strange though it was, he 
could not look at the approaching train now, contrary 
to the fact that he always loved looking at it. The horn 
roared again. The level crossing alarm became more 
intensified..it went on like a mad dog. The rattle came 



nearer. The green signal smiled mockingly at him. The 
earth beneath him was shaking like an earthquake. The 
green signal. The rattle. The alarm... all shouted 
together... he could feel his sensations grow numb. He 
stopped and stood still, waiting for the punch of Death. 

For the last time, he thought of his mom. 

And then, it was all over. 

Three months ago on a Sunday: 

Raghav was to go out with his friend, Vikram, for lunch. 
But the night before, Raghav's mom requested him, 
"Please stay back for lunch tomorrow. Tomorrow is 
your dida's birthday, she's supposed to come for 
lunch." Raghav harshly replied, "so, what can I do? Its 
your mother, mom, you enjoy! I enjoy more with my 
pals, than you, mom! Please don't interfere in my 
private life. I have promised Vicky that I would have 
lunch with him tomorrow, and I am going!" ...and 
stormed out of the room, actually enjoying his mom's 
tearful expression. "That should teach her!" ...he 
thought. 

Next day, he waited hungrily for Vikram, at their 



specified time. One hour gone, no Vikram. Two hours 
gone, still no Vikram. At the end of two hours, with a 
stomach aching with hunger, he saw Vikram 
approaching. "Sorry yaar," Vikram said, "but I was 
having lunch with my nephew! I meant to inform you, 
but had no balance! Anyways, I am leaving now, one of 
my school friends is waiting for me." 

Vikram walked back home, humiliated and hungry. 
How he wished he had listened to his mother. On 
returning home, his mother understood what had 
happened, and gave him some leftover food from the 
lunch. Moms always do understand so much... 

.!£•!!• 

Raghav sat in the bed, having his morning tea. His 
parents were not still speaking to him. The same mute 
environment that had compelled him take the ultimate 
decision of death. The same mental condition, which 
he had been determined not to brave just last night. 
But he was still alive. Coward enough to be still facing 
the same ambiance. 

Only if his mom's face 3 months ago had not drifted 
into his numb memory at the face of death last night. 
Only if he had not made the jump, out of the tracks, 
out of the way of the train, out of death, just a second 



before the train would crush him. COWARD! 

O 
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